
The Tragedie of Titus <lA ndronicus. 


That could haue better Towed then Philomel . 

Oh had the monfter fcenc thofc Lilly hands. 

Tremble likcAfpcnleaues vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kific them, 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony, 

Whic h that fweet tongue hath made: 

He would haue dropt his kuife and fell afieepc, 

As (ferberus at the Thracian Poets feete. 

Come,let vs goe,and make thy father blinde. 

For fuch a fight will blinde a fathers eye. 

One houres ftorme will drowne the fragrant meades, 
What, will whole months of teares thy Fathers eyes ? 
Doe not draw backe,for we will mourne with thee: 

Oh could our mourning eafe thy mifery. Exeunt 


AclusTertius. 


Enter the Judges and Sen at ours with Titus two fonnes bound, 
faffing on the Stage to the place of'execution , and 7 utu going 
before pleading • 

TV. Hcareme graucfathcrs^oblc Tribunes flay. 

For piety of mine age, whole youth was fpenc 
In dangerous warres,whilft you iecurdy flept: 

For ail my blood in Romes great quarreil (hed. 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht. 

And for thefe bitter reares,which now you fee, 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my checkes. 

Be pittifull to my condemned Soanes, 

Whofe foules is not corrupted as ’tis thought: 

For two and twenty fonnes I ncucr wept, 

Bccaufe they died in honours lofty bed. 

Androyjictu lyeth downe^and the Judgespajje bj him . 

For thelc, Tribuncs^n the dud I wntc 
My harts deepe languor,and my touleb fad tcares: 

Lee my teares Ranch the earths drie appetite. 

My fonnes fweet blood, will make it fhame andblufli: 

O earth ! I will be friend thee more with rainc Exeunt 
That fhatl diftiil from thefe two ancient mines. 

Then youthfull April! fhall with all his fhowres 
In fummers drought:Ile drop vpon thee ftill. 

In Winter with warme teares He melt the iho w. 

And keepe erernall fpring time on thy face. 

So thoureftife to dririke my deare fonnes blood* 

Enter Lucius y w:tb his weapon drawne. 

Oh reucrent Tribunes,oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbindc my fonncs,reuerle the doorue of death. 

And let me fay(thac neucr wept before) 

M y reares arc now preualing Oratours. 

Lu. Oh noble father,you lamcntin v.ainc, 

The Tribunes he a re not,nomanis by. 

And you recount your forrowes to a ftone. 

77, Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead, 

Graue Tribunc$,once more I intreat ofyou. 

Lu. My gracious Lord,noTribune hearesyoufpeake. 
77. Why ’tis no matter man,if they did hcare 
They would not marke me:oh if they did hearc 
They would not pitty me. 

Therefore I tell my forro wes booties to the (tones. 



Who though they cannownfVv^^: p<r 
Yet m fome fort they are better then the Tr.lT 1 
ror that they will not intercept my tale • “ Unes > 
When I doe weepe,they humbly at my f cete 
Kcceiue my teares,and feeme to wcepe with 
And were they but attired in graue weedes ^ 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe 
A ftone is as foft waxe, 

Tribunes more hard then ftones: 

Aftone is filent.and offendethnot. 

And Tribunes with their tongues doome men 
But wherefore ftand’ft thou withthv wean j cat k 
Lu. To refeue my two brothers from the! 5 i ne • 
For which attempt the Iudges hauepronotWa * 
My euerlafiing doome of baniftment. fl 

,.J , V° 1 h « PPy man,they haue befriended the- 

Why fooli(hZ,w««,doft thou not perceiue '* 
That Rome is but a wildernes ofTigers ? 

Tigers muft pray,and Rome affords no p fe „ 

But me and and mine: how happy art thoiuh 
From thefe deuourers to be bamfhed ? 

But who comes with our brother Marcus heeref 

Enter "Marcus and Lauinia, 

Mar. Tittup repare thy noble eyes to w« Df 
Or ifnotfojthynobleheaittobreake: ” ' 

I bring confirming forrow ro thine age. 

Ti. Will it confume me ? Let melee it then. 
tJMar. This was thy daughter. 

TV. Why Marcus fo file is. 

Luc. Ayemethisobiedkilsme. 

TV. Faint-harted boy.arife and looke vpon her 
Speake Lauinia j what accurfed hand 
Hath made thee handleffe in thy Fathers fight ? 

What foole hath added water to the Sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy i 
My griete was at the height before thou cam’ft. 

And now like Nylm it difd aineth bounds: * 

Giuemea fword ,lie chop off my hands too, 

For they haue fought for Rome,and all in vaine; 

And they haue nur’ft this woe. 

In feeding life: 

In booteleffe prayer haue they bene held vp, 

And they haue feru’d me to effedflcffe vfe. 

Now all the feruice I require of them. 

Is that the one will helpe to cut the other : 

’Tis well Lauinia, that thou haft no hands, 

For hands to doRomeferuicc,isbut vaine. 

Luci. Spcakegentle lifter, who hath martyr’d thee? 
Mar. O that delightfull engineofherthoughts, 
That blab’d them with fuch pleafing eloquence, 

Is torne from forth that pretty hojjow cage, 

Where like a fweet mcllodius bird it fung, 

Sweet varied notes inchanting euery care. 

Luci. Oh fay thou for her. 

Who hath done this deed < 

Marc. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Parke, 
Seeking to hide herfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receiude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my Deare, 

And he that wounded her. 

Hath hurt me more, then bad he kild me dead: 

For now I ftand as one vpon a Rocke, 

Inuiron’d with a wilderneife of Sea. 

Who markes the waxing tide. 

Grow waue by waue, 

Expefti"? 
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eonc: 


- Ain2 cuer when fome enrnous furge, 

SK his brinifti bowels fwallow him. 

J fly to death my wretched fonnes are gc 
™ (lands my other fonne,a bamfht man, 
my brother weeping at my woes. 

An hat which giues my foule the greatefi fpurne, 
fire UumaMtct then my foule. 

! . T but fecnc thy pi Sure in this plight, 
mild haue madded me. What fiiall I doe. 

UoVl behold thy iiuely body fo ? 

Thou baft no hands 10 wi P c avra y th >’ c ^ re T 
i noneue to tell me who hath martyr.d thee: 

Vhv husband he is dead,and for his death 
Thy brothers arc condemn’d,and dead try this, 

1 oke Marcus ,*h form eLucius looke on her: 
r.°J cn i did name her brothers,then frefir teares 
, to0 a on iter checkes,as doth the hony dew, 
Vnonagathred Lilliealmolt withered., 

Var. Perchance fhc wcepcsbccaufe they kil d her 

husband,. , 

Perchance bccatife mcknoWe3 him innocent. 

fu If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 

Becaafe the law hath tane rcuengc on them. 

^nOjihey would not doe fo foule a deede, 

Vyicocsthe forrow that their lifter makes. 

Gentle Lauinia let me kiffe thy lips. 

Or make fome lignes how I may do thee eafe : 

Shall chy good Vncle,andthy brother Lucius, 

And thou and I fit round about fome Fountainc^ 

Looking all downewards to behold our cheekes 
How they are ftaind in mcadowes, yet not dry 
With miery flime left on them by a flood : 

And in the Founcaine lhall we gaze fo long. 

Till the frefh tafle be taken from that cleerenes, 

And made a brine pit with our bitter tcares * 

Or (hall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or (hall we bite our tongues,and in dumbe (hewefi 
PalTe the remainder of our hatefull dayes? 

What (hall we doc i Let vs that haue our tongues 
Plot fome deuife of further miferics 
Tomakevs wondred at in time to come. 

L* % Sweet Father ceafe your teares,for at your griefs 
See how my wretched After fobs and weeps, 

Mar* Patience decre Nccce,good 77r^ drie thine 
eyes. 

Tt. Ah Marcus,MarcKS$sot\\tt well I wot. 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine, 

For thou poore man haft drown’d it with thine owns* 

Lu , Ah my Lauinia I will wipe thy cheekes. 

Ti Marke Marcus marke,I vnderitand her fignes^ 

Had flac a tongue ro fpcake,now would (he fay 
That to her brother which I fa v id to thee; 

HisNapkin with hertrue tcares all hewer. 

Can do no fcruice on her forrowfull checkes. 

Ohwhat afimpathy of woe is this! 

Asfarre from helpe as Limbo is fromblifle, 

Enter Aron the Moore alone, 

"Moore. Titus Andronicus y vny Lord the Empcrour, 

Sends thee this word,that if thou loue thy fonnes. 

Let Mxrcus^Lucius y ox thy fclfe old Titus , 

Or any one of you,chop off your hand. 

And lend it to the King:he for the fame. 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue. 

And that (hall be the ranfome for their fault. 


p 

Ti. Ohgcacious Emperour,oh gentle Aaron. 


Dideuer Rauen ling fo like a Larkc, 

That qiues fweet tydings ofthe Sunnesvpnici 

With all my heart,Ilefcnd the Emperour my hand. 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chop it off i 

Lu. Stay Fathcr,for that noble hand of thine, 

Th 3 t hath chrowne downe fo many enemies, 

Shall not be lent: my hand will l'erue theturne. 

My youth can better Ipare my blood then you, 

And therfore mine (ball faue my brothers hues. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rear’d aloft the bloody battieaxe, 

Wricing deftrucfion on the enemies Gafile i 
Oh none of both but are of high defeve r 
My hand hath bin but idle,let it feme 
To ranfome my two nephewes from their dcavn. 

Then haue I kept it to a worthy end. 

Moore. Nay come agree, whofe hand lhallgoe along 
For fearc they die before their pardon come. 

CMar. My hand {hall goe. 

Lu. By hcauen it fiiall not goe. 

T>- Sirs ftriue r.o more,fuch withered hearbs as thefe 
Arc mcete for plucking vp.and therefore mine. 

Lu. Sweet Father.ifI fhall be thoughc thy fonne, 

Let me redeeme my brothers both from death. 

Mar, And for owr father* fake,and mothers care. 
Now let me (hew a brothers loue to thee. 

Ti. Agree betweene you,I will (part my hand. 

Z-a. Then lie goe fetch an Axe. 

Mar. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt 

Ti. Come hither Aaron^ He dcctiue them both, 

Lend me thy hand,and I will giue thee mine, 
tJALoore. If that be cal’d deceit,I will be honeft, 

And ncuer whil’ft I liuc decciue men fo: 

But lie deceiueyou in another fort, 

And that you’l fay ere balfe an houre pafie. 

He cuts off Titus hand , 

Enter Lucius and Maras sagalne. 

Ti* Now flay you ftrife,what fhall be,is difpatcht;: 
Good v4/ , t>»giuchisM3ieftiemehand, 

Tell him,it was a handthac warded him 
From thoufand dangers : bid him bury it; 

More hath it merited : That let it haue. 

As for for my fonnes,fay I account of them, 

As iewels purchaft at an eafie price. 

And yet deerc too,becaufe I boughc mine owne. 

Aron. I goe Andronicus ,and for thy hand, 

Looke by and by to haue thy fonnes with thee ; 

Their heads I mcanc: Oh how this villany 
Doth fat me with che very thoughts of it. 

Let fooles doe good,and faire men call for grace, 

Aron will haue his foule blacke like his face. Exit. 

Ti. O heere I lift this one hand vp to heauen. 

And bow this feeble ruine to the earth. 

If any power pitties Wretched teares, 

To that I call: what wilt thou kneele with me i 
Doe then deare hear^for hcauen (hall heare our prayers. 
Or with our fighs weclc breath the welkin dimme. 

And ftaine the Sun with fogge a s fomtime cioudes. 
When they do hug him in their melting bofomc*. 

"Mar. Oh brother fpeake with poflibilities. 

And do notbreake into thefe deepe extreames. 

Ti. Is not my forrow deepe,hauing no bottomef 
_d d j Then/ 
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